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There are no Doughty letters at Clouds Hill. I cleared all
private papers out of the house there on my last visit. It is now
let, for 12/- a week, to two tenants who take a floor of it each, for
week-ending. You never saw Clouds Hill, I think? A tiny brick
cottage, with old tiled roof, very high pitched. It stands in a
thicket of laurel and rhododendron, with oak trees and a huge
ilex stretching arms over its roof. Damp? Yes; for the cottage
dates from pre-damp-course days, and the trees drip great rain-
drops on the roof for hours after each storm. They patter across
the tiles like the first notes of the vth Symphony. Only two rooms,
the upstairs, of the cottage, are habitable. They have three-foot
walls, and nine-foot roofs, all open. A great deal of oak and
chestnut on show: but my repairs to the roof had to be in deal,
which we creosoted to bring it to an ancient colour. My gold
Meccan dagger paid the repair-bill, and left something over for
furniture. I wish I were within reach of that cottage now. This
place is dismal: no bright sun, and no heat: only a cloud or sand-
dimmed paleness of sunlight, and constant salty breezes from the
seven-miles distant sea. An Eastbourne, in fact.
1 think that war period must have tuned me to fit real heat:
for here I am always shivering and catching colds. Of course it
may be partly the change from Cranwell, where I worked hard,
in the hangar and on my Seven Pillars, and rode hard on
Boanerges in any spare daylight. Here we have only 5 hours
work a day, on 5 days a week: and my spare time exhausts itself
in wandering slowly about camp or aerodrome. I haven't been
outside the camp yet, and probably won't, for I got a letter from
Trenchard lately which gives me hope that I'll be able to come
home when Revolt has died away, say in the spring of 1930.
Robert Graves' book will put people off the legend of me, and if
there is not a cheap reprint in 1929 Revolt will be old history by
then* It might even be possible to get back in '29. The sooner
the better from my point of view. I've turned suddenly, as I
always thought I would, the corner into middle age: hair going
white, the fellows tell me: and my eyesight and hearing both
giving me trouble with their insufficiency. The less time I have
to expect, the more I want to spend it in England.
Did you ever hear what happened to the R.A.F. War-history,